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then a jolly crack with the hammer, or the screw, so
subtle and so enduring, with its initial outburst of
wilfulness followed by its gradual submission, until at
last it seems to conquer the material almost of its own
accord.

Perhaps, though, the screw gives us the finer
pleasure. I enjoyed every moment with those four-
teen, enjoyed their brief effort at resistance, their
crescendo of easy exit, their snug re-entry. Compelled
as I am to deal so largely in human stuff, is it to be
wondered at that I should find such delight in screws?
I spend my days poring over the records of men's
thoughts and dreams, wondering at their courage and
timidity and impudence and vanity, praising here and
blaming there, losing myself in the shadowy Wal-
purgis Night that we call literature. I see my fellow
creatures pretending to be better and wiser than they
are or more base and foolish, counterfeiting emotions
they have never really known or hiding feelings that
have shaken them for years. I spend hours and hours
spinning theories or absorbing some other man's ideas,
only to find, on looking back, that all is moonshine.
I take mind and he*art to this subject and that, pour
myself out and then wrestle with the stubborn sheets,
yet at the end I do not know whether anything has
been created, whether it is not all idle vanity. There
are perhaps a few moments of intense satisfaction for
me while the work is in hand; there is a brief delight
in the turning of a dangerous corner; and then
nothing but fret and labour that is at once hard and